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T od to soothe her. As wo loved DOR he had made 
factor upon his . and given her the whole manage - 
t of his affairs. absent, he wrote her the most 
t letters, and, — still more flattering, he v 


t have reached his life. Still she was ur 
im a miserable life. 
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Whatever might be the truth, he 12 


oldest and most violent projects chat ever had CE 


tempted sinoe the nation was governed by laws; for hescized; 


his lady in his house in Edinburgh, and by main force carried! 4 


her, off through Stirling to the Highlands, 8 af 
en 3 glie was at last landed in St Kilda, a d 
b in tlie Western Ocean, sixty miles distant from the = 
Island. 5 the end of her da 
vow. was e b year 3 in the e ee _ 
ition, in the society of none Sav An wi 
: th 1 


geanty provision of the coarsst fare, 


rarely pot from 
the comfort of à pound of tea, which she sometimes got from 


ipmasters who accidentally called. Lord Grange's accom- 
plices in this atrocious avt were believed' to be Lord 
ind! the Laird of M*Leod, the first as RE _—_ — 
plotter in the kingdom, and the second as eq 
and the Tietor of the island of St eee What was == 
traordinary was, that, except in convereation; for. a few 
veeks ren der this enormous act, 5 in the midst of — 
x bs of Scotland by a person wh been Lord Justice 
7. 2 e 
family, or by the King's Advocate or Solicitor, or any of 
Kane g af the laws. Two of her sons were grown up ta. 
Fea dot her eldes daughter was the wife of the Earl of 
| *%, Wy re—who acquicsced'in what they considered as a neces- 
A vary — of justice for the preservation of their father's life. 
Nay, the sedond son was su to be one of the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Taz Hint on which the following Epiſtle is founded, 
occurs in Boſwell"s Fournal of a Tour to the Hebrides, 8vo, 
1786. page 277. 


Arn dinner to-day, we talked of the extraordi- 
* nary fact of Lady Grange's being ſent to St. Kilda, and 


( 


confined there for ſeveral years without any means 
af relief. 
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© Tax true ſtory of this Lady, which happened in 
„this century, is as frightfully romantic as if it had 
been the fiction of a gloomy fancy. She was the wife 


| of one of the Lords of Seſſion in Scotland, a man of 


is 


the firſt blood. of his country. For ſome myſterious 
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reaſons, which have never been diſcovered, ſhe was 
ſeized and carried off in the dark, ſhe knew not by 
whom, and, by nightly journeys, was conveyed to the 
Highland ſhores, from whence the was tranſported by 


ſea to the remote rock of St. Kilda, where ſhe re- 


mained, amongſt its few wild inhabitants, a forlorn 


priſoner, but had a conſtant ſupply of proviſions, and 
a woman to wait on her. No inquiry was made after 
her, till ſhe at laſt found means to convey a letter 
to a confidential friend, by the daughter of a catechiſt, 


' who concealed it in a clue of yarn. Information be- 


ing thus obtained at Edinburgh, a ſhip was ſent to 
bring her off; but intelligence of this * received, 
ſhe was e to M*Leod's Iſland of Herries, where 
ſhe died.” 


SUCH 1s the foundation, on which the following Poem 


reſts. The additional circumſtances introduced are mere 


fictions of the imagination. 


LADY CGRANGE 
10 | 
EDWARD D-——, ES 


Rave, ye fierce winds, ye angry ſurges, roar; 

The tempeſt rolls along the troubled heaths, 

The lightning glares, and yet Matitpa breathes, 

Blaſting the groves the flame-wing'd torrents ſpeed, 

Yet glide innocuous o'er this guilty head. 

Yes, I have ſcorn'd thy laws, in love ſublime, 

And glory in th' inexpiable crime | 

+ Strike, ſtrike this tortur'd heart, Ri 
And bear me from the world, —and. from deſpair ! 


Ax thee, dear ſharer of my love and crime, 
Whatever region holds, whatever clime, 
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And breathe the ſorrows of a bur AT 


The wild emotions burſt with head: _ 
| And fiecp cold Judginent in their felling courſe; : 30 


My Epwarn, f 
5 ſtruggling pangs this tortured boſom rend, 


Within this lonely cell, this deſert cave, HS. 
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ag Pleaſure every joy refine, = 75 


\ And ſhower the bliſs—that never can be mine. 
| Yet while my raging foul with frenzy burns, 


Still true to love, to thee ſhe fondly turns 
To thee ſhe flies, her anguiſt to impart, 


The pigmy 
That move at pliant Faſhion's ſoft controul 
Move as a prudent parent points the chaſe, 

And love or court a fortune; or a face; 2 

Have never robbꝰd this feveriſh ſoul of reſt ; 23 
Have never fl N 


This burning check receives the guilty bim, 
ong force; - 


Till the calm monarch of the turbid ſeas, % 
ailes, and all is huſh'd in peace. 


Again I taſte the freedom Nature gave. 
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From ſplendid cares and toilſome grandeur driv'n, 
I ſhare the ſullen dignity of Heav n. | 
| When the gay Sun his youthful journey ran, 
Ere man had learn'd to be the flave of man, = 
No cruel father's avaricious 
Bade ee eee : 
Go meet thy tott'ring huſband's cold embrace, 
« While the tear trickles down that lovely face. 
4 Go—adt the loving matron's tender part, 
Then dream of the fond youth who own'd thy heart. 
Though murder'd Love on every joy muſt fteal, 

Go —feign the tranſport thou canſt never feel; 
Go-xex the midnight couch with many a ſigh, | - . 
S noo om anotuc;=; ht 

« Go—yield thy ſoul to frenzy,—to deſpair,— 

\ = The man that cannot eaſe, ſhall gild thy eare. . 
| © $0 ſhall no pang my parting ſoul annoy, i 
« But thy old father's heart ſhall dance with joy.” 


O TrarT the hour which heard my fire's beheſt, 


58. 
Had bath'd his bloody poniard in my breaſt ; 
Then had the traveller mark'd the graſſy wave, 
As the ſoft breeze ſung o'er my humble grave; 
The ſacred ſpot had heard the lover's vows, 
| Whiſper with Ts heart at evening's cloſe. 60 
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For ſtill, pourtray'd in Memory's colouring bright, 

Riſe the dark horrors of the bridal night : 

1 " frowning father's frenzied air, 
— o'er th' unkeeded prayer. 
ea as evi Ares ens, 
Where a pale taper lent its doubtful ray ; * 
Till erutch-borne Cogmo forc'd fome accents mild, 
And ſeiz d my ftraggling hand—and grimly ſmil'd. 
My virgin vous already had been given, 

Imperial Love the prieſt—the witneſs, Heaven. 1 8 
The ſecond rites profan'd Love's ſacred laws, 
e ee a e CERT horns | 


Tas you that ftill'd the tramſpect of my bead, | 
And calm'd my ſoul to momentary reſt ; 
And, frowning, beckon'd to another world, 
You came, alternate ſway'd by love and fear, 
To bid a laſt farewell, and drop a tear; 
Tou ſooth'd the fever of my burning brain, 
For Heaven and Love were mingbed in the ftrain. to. 
F (let Hope,” you aid, - propitious how ring o'er, 
« Point your fond wiſhes to a happier ſhore : 
My peace is fled—fled every tranſient gleam, 
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« Yet, when my ſoul has wing'd her willing flight, Bg 
« To baſk in regions of eternal light, 
« Hovering I'll pour celeſtial Comfort's beams, 
0 ſooth your waking cares, your midnight dreams 
You ſaid—warm ſorrow bath'd that manly face; 
You claſp'd me burning in a laſt embrace. | 90 
— The rapid ſenſe of former joys returns; 
From vein to vein the ſtrang infection burns; 
Love ſmiles triumphant, ſhakes his balmy wing, 
And draws with vengeful force the twanging ſtring. 
oe curſe the ſtony heart, the maxims ſage, 95 
And the cold frozen hand of griping age: 
With love, and hope, and grief, I fink oppreſvd; 
Wie lov'd—and need I, need 1 paint the reft ? 


| Ys maiden prudes, your prime of beauty paſt, | 
Who long at guilty Love have proudly rail'd, 
Safe in the fortreſs—that was ne'er aflaild. 
Ye gentler maids, whom Love could never fix, 
Who never ſigh'd, but for a coach and fix, 
And yield your fluttering hearts to Faſhion's ſway ; 
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/  Hznx let me fit, while howls the fitful wind, 


Then weep to hint that fiſter's faded fame, 
Whoſe heart ne'er own'd a faſhionable flame; — 
And bluſh, ye wither'd maids, who once were fair, 


Review the troubl'd ſcenes I ſhar'd before, 
Recal the vain turmoil of worldly life, 


| And blefs the hour that tore me from the fixife. 


Tow gay the brilliant ring! 


Hark! muſic W eee the trembling ſtring. 


"Theſe luſtre-darting diamonds: glow confeſt, 
The plunder of the deſolated Eaft. 

many wretches pin'd the livelong day, 
That thou might glitter in their kindling ray: 
But lo! the mighty Anna ſwims along ; 

Mark how ſhe eyes aſkance the vulgar throng, 
Where bright in native innocence they fit, 
Grac'd by no charms, ſave elegance and wit. 
Theſe low-born arts are nobler Anna's ſcorn— 
Vain is their beauty blooming as the morn, 
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No penſion'd lords, no rogues of high degree, 2 
Exalt to ſhame their blameleſs pedigree; 

No plunder'd nations curs'd their father's name, 
No fawning courtiers wriggled into fame. Mi 
/ Th? untitled patriots ſpeed with fail unfurl'd | 135 
Fo bleſs wi þ- arts of peace a grateful world; 

| To bid th' enlight'ning beams of Science play 
On wilder'd Superſtition's miſty way; | 
To rouſe to ardent thought the ſlumb'ring mind, 


And ſhed new dignity on human kind. 140 
- Yet frown not, Anna ; malice cannot trace 


One crime like theſe to charge upon thy race. 
No gleam of fancy lent its ray divine, 
| © break the noble dulneſs of thy line; 


No ſpark of virtue burſt the thickening gloom; 145 


To claim the patriot tear at Glory's tomb. 
Sleep undiſturb'd, unmix' d with vulgar duſt, 
Ve princely panders of a tyrant's luſt. 


* 


Sex Lady Grace her ſhrivelbd face reveal; 


- 'Two ſturdy footmen dangle at her hee l- 150 


Each back might bear the cares that load a crown 
Yet, lo! they tremble at the flattern's frown : 
Peeviſh ſhe bids the ſtream of malice flow, 

And manhood anſwers—with a filent bow. 
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\ And burn with pity for ur infultd 


[ 


/ Bip the bold youth, whoſe heart to virtue warm, 
In ev'ry change beholds tt? Almighty's arm, 

Sees haughty man, by Heaven ordain'd to reign 

Lord of the world, and Nature's wide domain, 

O bid him mark his ſovereign man's diſp 


. 


Haar proud Oppreſſion drives her pale, 
To ſeek a weſtern world,—or find a jail. 


The icy lord beholds, with anguiſh wild 


The frantic mother claſp her famiſh'd child, 
Arid wrings the hard-earr'd morſel from th' oppreſt, 
To ſquander on a fiddler, or a feaſt. 


+ | Bur ſure th aſpiring foul by Heav'n defign'd 


To ſhare the tranſports of th' Eternal Mind ; 

The ſoul where knowledge, taſte, and worth combine, 
To deck with every flowret Virtue's ſhrine; 
Baſks in the glow of Fortune's foſtering blaze, 

And reaps the harveſt of undying praiſe. 
Warm with the love of virtue, and of man, 

The daring youth purſues the arduous plan ; 

Starts in the race of Fortune and of Fame, 

And deathleſs praiſe already crowns his name. 
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Yet why that faded bloom? that alter'd eye? 

Why the pale look of pining miſery ? 
Struck with unkindneſs, that he ill could bear, 
stung by neglect, and ſtupiſied with care, 
He views his faded proſpect with a ſigh, 
And lays him down on Miſery's couch to di 

Or dark Deſpair cloſe fans the inward ſtrife, | 
Prompts the dark deed, and lends the murd'rous knife ; 
—Or Madneſs mark'd bis blaſted hopes and ſmil'd, 
And nurs'd the riſing frenzy of her child. 

{ Is this the world that twines bright Glory's crown? 
Whoſe ſmile is honour, and its breath renown ? 
Proceed, if kindred wrongs can yield relief, 

And let me drink oblivion of my grief. 


Tax hardy ſailors ſpread th' impatient fail, 
Ride the rude waves, and court the proſpering gale; 

Moon after moon their onward courſe they keep; 
No trace of man appears upon the deep. | 
But ah! from far the whitening canvas plays, 
And the ſmooth main receives the pictur'd blaze. 
—Eager they ruſh, the ſocial joy to ſhare, 
And jovial, ſmooth the wrinkled brow of Care. 


135 
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zunder rolls in artificial night, 
And Nature trembles for her injur'd right: * 
80 80 the maſts craſh be e oaks deſcend, 


Py eee 


Y Fax from the crimes and fallies that I trace, 
| Kind Nature holds me midſt her favourite race. 
« Eſcap d the ſever'd world by happy ftealth, 
A {kiff their navy, and a rock their wealth, 
Rough as the ſtormy element they brave, 
Fearleſs they ride upon the heaving wave. 
For them the ocean rears her finny ſtore, 
And ruftling legions cloud the darkening ſhore : 
Pure from the rock the dimpling fountains 
| kad wind and glitter to-the orient ay; 


Nor haughty ( 


Nor Poverty, the child of Wealth, is here. 


wg 
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Wann now the morning trembles o'er the main, 
Brown Labour calls them to the rocky plain; 
With patient toil each tills his little ſpot, | 

And Freedom pours contentment on their lot. 
Ofer the ſteep rock, with ſtraggling ivy dreſt, 
Clambering, they ſeek the cormorant's downy neſt. 
As up the fractured crevices. they wind, 

They mark their dwindled” partners far behind. 
When the ſun ſinking in the weſtern deep, 
Reſigns the world to night and balmy fleep, 

O'er the high cliff their dangerous trade they urge, 


I mark their flow-deſcending form decay. a 
The ſolan birds are huſh'd in deep repoſe. 
Fearleſs of danger from their hovering foes. 

The ſentinel betray'd, no ſignals fly, 

And the death-fated ſquadrons gaſp and die. 

Till ſcar'd, the remnant ſtart with hollow croak, 
And wildly wheeling, mourn their plundered rock. 


| While fur at fon chair Mime Bil. 
"The faithful matrons climb the ſhelving cliff; 
B 2 
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| Each marks her ſhroudleſs huſban 
| Riſe from the deep, and ride the driving blaſt. 
5 he ſtorm is huſh'd ; the proſpering breezes play; 


1 


With tears of love and anguiſh heaven implore, 


To guide the labouring bark to Kilda's ſhore. 
„pale, aghaſt, 


They mark the whitening canvas far away: 
With faithful hearts (the only wealth they boaſt), 
They hail the ſtor m- toſt nation to the coaſt. 


Dp ſprings the jovial dance, the feſtive lay, 
And night repays the labours of the day. 


Tux ſimple raid, whoſe thoughts, devoid of guile, 
Ne'er paſs'd the limits of the ſea-girt iſle, 
In ev'ry trouble finds a ſure relief, 
For mild Religion ſooths her riſing grief. 


Does cold Diſeaſe flow waſte her fading bloom ? 
. Hope cheers her ſoul, and points beyond the tomb. 


When lightnings flaſh, on vengeful pinions driven, 
She chants her ev'ning prayer—and truſts in Heaven. 
But me—nor Heaven, nor ſmiling Hope can cheer; 
Wrapt in dark miſts my future paths appear ; 

Bright to my view the ſcenes of childhood riſe, 
But gnawing Conſcience blaſts their brilliant dyes. 
Though rob'd in bliſs theſe halcyon pleaſures ſpring, 
Each pleaſure bears a curſe, each joy a ſting. 


245 


250 


255 


260 


1091 


One boon from Heav'n Marr pa ſtill may crave, | 
One melancholy boon—an early grave. 270 


I noe'y, when Paſſion lent young Fancy ſcope, 
(For Love will truſt the ſyren voice of Hope), 
I fondly dream'd our path through pleaſure lay, 
And EpwarD ſeem'd to guide my flow'ry way. 
Ofer his low d form in ſpeechleſs trance I hung, 275 
And drank the raptur'd accents of his tongue. | 
4 O for ſome happy ſpot, ſome ſhelt'ring ſhade, 
| Some ſolitary grove,” we fondly ſaid, 
Some bliſsful ifle, in whoſe enchanted bow'rs, | 
„With woodbine wrought, and Summer's blooming flow'rs, 280 
Love, fir'd by Liberty, might ſpurn controul, 
« Dart through the frame, and rule th' o'erflooded foul ! 
« There no unpitying father ſhould intrude, 
To check the trance of Love with footſtep rude ; 
„No child condemn'd, a cold, reluctant wife, 285 
To fink a wedded proftitute for life; | 
4 Gay Hope ſhould dwell in ev'ry paſſing breeze, 
\« And ev'ry whiſp'ring riv'let lull to peace.” | 
Dear, loſt delufions ! Truth's too fervent ray | 
Strikes the bright froſtwork—and it melts away : ⸗- 290 
In Kilda's Iſle I trace the fancied ſhore, | 


But you and Innocence are mine no more. 
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| 
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Let would I rather preſs theſe lips fo cold, 


Than proudly tread in Ple 


t = 1] 


Orr when at night in weary trance I lie, 
And fleep hangs heavy on my wakeful eye, 
—— exon the Gorpening — 
My bleeding Epwax® leaves the filent tomb. 


Cold is the tongue that ſiole my lift'ning ſoul, 
And bade the haſt'ning ſuns too ſwiftly roll; 


Fix'd is the eye that paſſion taught to move, 


With all the filent eloquence of love ; 
Pale is the cheek where bloom'd the living roſe, 
From his gor'd breaſt the purple torrent flows : 


Tyrant! thou might have ſpar'd his guiltleſs head, 


"Twas I profan'd the violated bed; 


Kiſs his pale cheek—his bloody corſe enfold, 
Claſp the cold heart, in happier days I preſs'd, 
That throbb'd reſponfive to my heaving breaſt, 
While humbler beauties envy as they gaze. 
— Fell tyrant ! but when all in filence lies, 
Stern Conſcience bids her tort'ring fiends ariſe, 
See on his thorny couch the murd'rer thrown— 


He ſtarts - and hark! that agonizing groan— 
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In broken dreams his troub!'d ſpirits reel: 

His troubled flumbers fly he ftarts aghaſt— 
Convulſive pangs his glaring eyeballs ſtrain 

But all is huſh'd—he' turns to fleep again 

Again the blaſt returns with hollow figh— 

Again he ſtarts—again his ſlumbers fly— 

Lift ning, he hears a cautious whiſper creep 

He leaves his harden'd couch—and flies from fleep— 
 Shud@ring he graſps his ſword—he fears to breathe— 
| But all is filent as the realms of death. 


Hexcx, vain illuſions ! e n e devine 
Though Mirth muſt ne'er illume theſe eyes again, 
Let dreams leſs dark my ranging ſoul employ, © 
And let me ſnatch a melancholy joy. 

Whiſper that Ep wann lives—Bring balmy reſt ; 
Bring peace - ſo long a ſtranger to my breaſt ; 

O could T claſp once more his angel form, 
Without one ſigh I'd meet th' o'erwhelming ſtorm ; ; 
Hang on his neck-—invoke th' aven ging fire, 

And in an ecſtacy of love expire, 
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Lov'p youth! if ſtill in this 
Accept your poor MaT1LDa's laſt . | | 45 
Receive for Death now ſhakes the fatal dart, 8 
This laſt ſad homage of a broken heart. f 
My dying breath ſhall own my earlieſt 
And my laſt figh ſhall mix with Enwann's name. | 


/ 
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Vir. 208.— Jar vi dans le vaſte octan, on. 1 de roit etre fidoux à des hommes 
d'en rencontrer d'autres, deux grands vaiſſeaux ſe chercher, ſe trouver, sattaquer, 
ſe battre avec fureur, comme fi cette eſpace immenſe eũit ẽtẽ trop petit pour cha- 
cun d' eux. Je les ai vd vomir l'un contre l'autre le fer et les flammes. Dans un 
oombat aſſez court j'ai vd Pimage de Venfer. Jai entendu les cris de joie des vain- 
queurs couvrir les plaintes des bieſſes, et les gemiſſemens des mourans. Pai regu en 


rougiſſant ma part d'un immenſe butin: Je Pai regu, mais en depot; et &il fut | 


pris ſur des malheureux, c'eſt a des malheureux qu'il ſera rendu.--- Rouſſeau, La 
Nouvelle Heloiſe, Lattre 122. 


Ver. 212.—4% The inhabitants of St. Kilda have but one boat in the iſle, and 
< every man hath a ſhare in it proportionably to the acres.of ground for which 
< they pay rent.” Martin: Deſcription of the Weſtern Iſlands of Scotland. Lon» 
don, 1703. | | 


Ver. 221.— This is not ſtrictly true. See Martin, p. 287. The ſuppoſition is, 
however, poetically juſtifiable. f 


vn Ae The intialtnnts of St. Kildsexcel oil thts 1 com ther in a. 


s ing rocks. They told me that ſome years ago their boat was ſplit to pieces up- 


<< on the welt ſide of Boreray Iſle ; and they were forced to lay hold on a bare 
ec rock, which was ſteep, and above twenty fathom high : notwithſtanding this 
< difficulty, ſome of them climbed up to the top, and from thence let down a 


rope and plads, and ſo drew up all the boat's crew, though the climbing 
4 this rock would ſcem impoſſible to any other except themſelves.” Martin's 


Matern Iſles, p. 293 
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„ length each, for climbing the rocks, which they do by turns ; the ropes are ſe- 
« cured all round with cows hides ſalted for the uſe ; and which preſerves. them 
« from being cut by the edge of the rocks. By the aſſiſtance of theſe ropes. 
« they purchaſe a great number of eggs and fowl.” Martin, p. 293. 

« one of them keeps watch, andd if that be ſurpriſed by the fowler | 

« happens), all the reſt are then eaſily caught by the neck, one after another; 
e but if the centinel gives warning by crying loud, then all the flock make their 


ber. 260. And weary 
And points my wiſhes to that tranquil ſhore 
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